22                    LETTERS TO AN UNKNOWN

when the wall itself yielded, crumbled, and
we fell with the stone and the wall. I do
not know the rest, for I woke up. So that
you may understand the scene better, I send
you a drawing of it. I could not see the
gardener's face, and this enrages me.

You are very amiable. I have said it to
you often for some time. You are very
amiable to have replied to the question
which I asked you recently. I need not
tell you that your reply pleased me. You
said, involuntarily, perhaps, several things
which pleased me, and especially that the
husband of a woman who resembled you
would inspire you with real compassion. I
believe you, and add that there would be no-
body in the world more unfortunate, unless it
were a man who loved you. You must be
cold and sarcastic in your bad moods, with
a pride that prevents you from saying: " I
am wrong.'' Add to this your energy which
must make you disdain tears and complaints.

Come to Paris soon, dear Mariquita, and
make of me a lover. I will not be lonesome
then, and, in compensation for this, I will
make you v^ry miserable with my moods.